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At the TuzaTRE in the Har-Marxet. © 


EI 
ix 
BE: 


Love with Arbella. 


dian to Arbella. Mr. Jones. WW 


Sapſcull, a Country Sqnire, in-Q Ir. Ee. 


tended for Arbella. 
Slango, Servant to Gaylove, an ( Young Maſter 
Arch Fellow. __ c Green. 


Clown: 


Art, Nee to Muckworm.Þ un unt, 
Combruſh, her Maid, a pert One, Mrs. Pritchard. 
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At the TnRATRE in Goodman's Fields, | © 


Gaylove, Mr. Kelley. c 

Muckworm, e 

Sapſcull, Mr. Bardin. 

Slango, Mr. Woodward. 
Blunder, 3 | 8 Mr. Dove. 


Arbella, Miſs Gerrard. 
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SCENE, an Apartment in Muckworm's Hou/e, 
Arbella, Combruſh. 
ATR I. By Signor Per pora. 
Arbella. | 


Eo. Cupid! ſeel my Lover, 
mn HY aft a thouſand Sighs from me; 

All my tender Fears diſcover, 
Bid bim haſte — : 
O bid him haſte, and ſit me fret; 


- 


Comb. Not a Tittle, Ma'am. 
_ 56. It quite diſtracts me. 

Combs. And every Body ee, Ma'am; for when 
you are out of Humour, one may as well be out of the 
World. Well ! this Love is a ſtrange Thing; when 
onee it gets Poſſeſſion of a yourg Lady's Heart, it turns 
ker Head quite topſy-turvy, and makes her out of Hu- 
mout with every Body ——— Pm ſure I have Reaſon 
to ſay ſo. 

Arb. Prithce leave your Nonſence, and tell me 


5 rb. No News from Gay/ove yet? 


fomerhing of Gayle. 

Comb, All I can tell you, Ma'am, is, That he is 
ſtark ſtarirg Mad for Love of you. But this con- 
founded Uncle of yours 5 oe 

 Arb, What of him? o 


r 
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Comb. Has juſt reccivd News of the Alles be a | 


rich Country Squire out of Yorkſhire ; which Coun- 
try *Squire is cut out for your Husband. . 

Arb. They that cut a Husband out for me, hall cut 
him out of better Stuff, I aſſure you. 


AIR II. In vain, dear Coe. 


Shall fand ftill and tamely ſee ; 

Such Smithfield Bargains made of me? | 
1s not my Heart my own?” 

T hate, I ſcorn their clotoniſb Squire, 

Ner Lord, nor Duke, do : P fre, 

But him | love alone. wa A 


Corb, Well ſaid, Ma? am, I love a wol of Spirit 
AIR III. Hark! away, tis the merry ton'd Horn, 
Why ſbould Women ſo much be controul d? 
Why ſhould Men with our Rights make ſo bold? 
Let tbe Battle 'twixt Sexes be try 
He foall ſoon prove the frongeſt Side. 


Then ſtand to your Armwm,, OO NS 

7 „ <1) 

And truſt to your Charms, 12 DJ) $55 

Soon whining, and pining, © 3 

The Men will purſue; 5 | 
But if you grow tame, 


They'll but make you their Gay 
1 prove perfect Tyrants 
F once they Jabaae. 
[Bxenat, 


SCENE, a Street near the Haß. 
pat Gaylove and Slango. 1 5 gen 
Gayl. No Way to get at her? 


Slang. The Devil a Bit, Sir; old Muc korn has 


cut off all Communication: But I eve Worle, News 
to tell you yet. 

. Gayl. That's impoſſible. Dos” 4 

Slang. Your Miſtreſs i is to be. marcied 0 another, 
and that quickly: x 1 8 

Gay). Married! You. ſurprize me; to a | 

Slang. To 'Squire Sapſeull, a , Gentleman, 
of a very great Eſtate. 

Gayt. 


ESR — 3 a5 th = J _—_ ka 
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The Hon Noa KSHIRE-MIAN. & 
XZ Gay!. Confuſion! Can. ſhe he ſo falſe? To Sapſcull! 
fa know him well, of Sap/cu/l- Hall I. was born: 
un- within a Mile and a half of the Place; his Father is 
the greateſt Rogue in the County, the very Man I am 
no ſuing for what my late Brother mortgag'd to him, 
when 1 was a Student at Cambridge. Is be not content 
to with-hold my Right from me, but he mult ſeek to 
rob me of the only Happ:neſs I deſire in Lite? 
1 AIR IV. The Charms of Flerimel. 
— 1. 
My Charming Arabell, 
7 to make the mine ſecure, 
What would not I endure? 


t. "Tis paſt the Powr of Tongue to tell, 
a The Love I bear 14 Arabell. « 
? No Human Force Gali quell, 


My Paſſion for my Dear, 
Can Love be too fincere £ 
Pd ſooner take of Life farewel, 
. Than of my dearef} Arabell. 
Ts there no Way to prevent this Match ?. You were 
not us'd to be thus barren of Invention. 
Sang. Nor am I now, Sir; your humble Servant 
has invented already, —and ſuch a Scheme! 
 Gay/, How! which Way, dear Sango? 
Slang. Why thus, I muſt perſonate Ardòella, 
(with this ſweet Face) and you her Uncle, under 
7 which Diſguiſes we may intercept the Country Squire, 
and get his Credentials ; equipt with which—lI leave 
you to guels the reſt. RY 
Gay. Happy Invention! Succeſs attend it. 
Slang. I can't ſay Amen; though I'd do any Thing: 
to ferve you. Do you know the Reſult, Sir? no less 
than the Forfeiture of your dear Liberty. Have you- 
forgot the Song of the Dog and the Bone? 


r 


2 2— —— an. 


DN. B. The following Song is taken from Mr. Vor- 
dale's Cure for a Scold, inſerted here by his Permiſſi- 
on, and very proper to be ſang in this Place, by Slango, 
for the future. 1 10 


zune, 
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Tune, When the bright God of Day. 
df df 2- 4 er Sadrnan 
/ / / 99ESD 1 

1: plac'd in 0, wretched Contition : „ 
Tho plagu'd with her Tricks, F 

Lide a Blifter ſhe r 

And Death is his only nn, OY 

And Death :5 his 110 A cian. 

J. 


— * 


ä N . 
* r n e < 
neat Fe * . 
E 1 le NC os 


To trife and toy. 
May give a Man Joy, 
ben 5 4 by Love, or by Beauty; 
But, where is the Blijs in 
Our Conjngal Kiſſing, . 
When Paſſion is prompted by Duty, 
] ben Paſſi In is oben at by Duty. 
III. 


The Cur who pofſeſid 
Of Mutton the beſt, 1 
A Bone be could leave at bis Pleaſure: : F 
But if to his Tail | a Ac 

£3 Tis ty'd, without Fail . 
He's Barraſs'd and plagu d beyond Meaſure, s ſe 
He's barraſs'd ard plagu'd beyond Meaſure. „ 
Gay!. T am now of a. contrary Opinion: Vice looks {| 8 
ſo hate ful, and Virtue ſo amiable in my Eye, eſpeci- 1, 
ally as 'tis the ready Road to true Happineſs, I am re- 


ſoly'd to purſue its Paths, A regular Life, and a 800 = N 
Wife for me. 
AIR V. Anſwer to the above Song, e FEE 
To the ſame Tune. 81 
Dpat Man who for Life, 0 
II bleft in a Wife, | 
1s ſure in a happy Condition ; «+ 8 Ja 
Go Things how they will, K 5VL, \ 
She flicks by him flill, e ye 
She, Comforter, Friend, and Phyfician, 40 a 
She , &c. II. 
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—_ 
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N os 
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admire where they did grow all of 'em. 


our Minſter Choir-Men: And more nor that, 


The Honeſt YorRKkSHIRE-MAN.. 7 
e need e 
Pray where is the Jay. 
To Trifle and Toy, © 
Yet dread ſome Diſafter from Beauty ? 
| But ſweet is the Bliſs, 
Of a Conjugal Kiſs, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty. 
Where, Re. Fi. III N ; 


One extravagant Whore, 
Shall coſt a Man more, | 
Than twenty good Wives who are ſaving ; 
BE For Wives they will ſpare, 
That their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores are eternally craving. 
But, &c. 25 | 
SCENE, another Street. 
Sapſcull and Blunder, faring about. | 
Sapſ. Wuns-lent! what a mortal big Place this ſame 
Lindon is? ye mun neer {ee End on't, for ſure ;—— 
Houſen upon Houſen, Folk upon Folk one would 


Exeunt. 


Blupd. Ay, Maſter, and this is nought to what you'll 
ſee an by, and ye go to Tower ye mun ſee great huge- 


ous Ships as tall as Houſen: Then ye mun go to Play- 


houſen, and there be no leſs nor fix of 'em, a hopeful 
Company, o' my Conſcience ! There you'll ſee your 
comical Tragedies, and your Uproars, and Roaratori- 
buſſes, and hear Fardinello, that ſings Sofa better nor 
| t, ye mun ya 
your Choice of the prattieſt Laſſes, ye e'er for Een on. 
Sap/. By th'Meſs, and I'll be ſome body among 'em 


——ſo I will but how man we find out this ſame 
Sir Penurious Muctinuums 10 \ 


Blund. Ve mun look to Letter for that. 4 54 
Sapſ. Letter ſays, G- r o- Groz ve- n- e r- near 


Grozveneer Square; but how mun ye know where this 
lame Grozveneer Square is ? 


. Blund. Why ye mun ask Olller for that, he'll ſet 


Jou right for ſure: For your London Oſtlers are wiſer 


by half than our Country Juſtaſſes. 
Sapſ. Ay, Blunder, ev'ry thing's fine in London. 
ARYL 


The Honeſt VokkKsHIRR-MaA N. 
AIR VI. Leadvs is a fine Town, 


« O London:7s 4 dainty Place, 
« A great and gallant City, 
* For all the Streets are pav d with Gold, 
; "9. OE all the Folks are witty, 
33-065 4-3 
%% And there” s your Lords and Ladies fine, 
„ That ride in Coach and Six, 2 41 
« That nothing arili# but Claret OY =: 


Aud talk of Politichs. IM 
A.. me 
on And there's your Beaux,with powder d Chaths, FB Gi 
&« Beadauv'd from Head to Chin; EE 
Their Pocket-Holes adorn'd with Gold. = 

* But not one Sou within. | 4 
IV. 
« And there's the Engliſh Actor goes 180 
. « With many à bungry Belly, . 18 
4 While Heaps of Gold are ford, God tvot, * 
« On Signior Farrinelli. In 
V. . Le 
© And there's your. Dames, of dainty Frames, her 
« With Skins as white as Milk, e 
« Dreft ev'ry Day, in Garments gay, me 
« Of Satin, and of Silk, ma 
VI. , 10 
« And if your mind be fo iticlin' d, Per 
Jo have tbem in your Arms, 1 
« Pull out a handſome Purſe of Geld: 5 C 
as "9 can't reſiſt its Charns. . 8 
| Cor 
Jo them Gay love as Mutkworm. : 6 


Gayl Welcome to London, dear Squire Sapſtull. 1 Nie 
hope your good Father's well, and all at Sf. Hall. But 

$ap/. Did ye e er hear the like, B/under ? This old ſtan 
Gentleman knows me as well as I know ay. 

[To Blunder 2 de. 

Blund. Ay, Maſter, your Londoneers knows me | 
thing. 2 

Gai. I had Letters of your coming, and was re- 
foly' d to meet you. 828. 


The. Honeſt VoRKSHIRE-MAx. 9g 
Sapſ. Pray, Sir, who may you be, an I may be ſo 
bold? - | 

i Gayl. My Name, Sir is Mucſvor m. 
Sapſ. What Sir Penurious Muckworm ?- 
Gay/, So they call mm. | 
= FSap/. Sir, if your Name be Sir Penurious Muck- 
Z worm, my Name is Samuel Sapſcull, Jun. Eſq; Son 
of Sir Samuel Sapſcull of Sapſcull-Hall i'th' Eaft- Ri- 
2 ding o'Vorkſpire.. | 5 
ay. Sir, I am no Stranger to your Family and 
Merit; for which Reaſon I ſent for you to Town, to 
2 marry my Niece with 6000 /. Fortune, and a pretty 
Girl in the Bargain. | | 
Blund. Look ye there, Maſter ! [4/de to Sapſcull. 


* 
KN XK 


| '; Sap}. Hold your Peace, you Blockhead. 


5 | [Aſide to Blunder. 
Gay. But how may I be ſure that you are the very 
3 Squire Sapſcull I ſent for. Have you no Letters, no 


1 Credentials ? 


: Sap). Open the Portmantell, Bl/ander —— Ves, Sir, 
TI ha'brought all my Tackle with me. Here, Sir, is a 
Letter from Father : — [Gives a Letter,}] —— And 
here, Sir, are Deeds and Writings, to ſhew what you 
mun ha' to truſt to: And here, Sir, is Marriage-Settle- 
ment, ſign'd by Father, in fit Caſe young Gentlewo- 
man and I likes one another. 
Say. Sir, ſhe can't chuſe but admire ſo charming a 
4 Perſon. There is but one Obſtacle that I know of. 
ſj Sapſ. What may that be, an I may be ſo bold ? 
3 Gayl. Your Habit, Sir, your Habit. 
Sapſ. Why, Sir, *twas counted wondrous fine in our 
Country laſt Parlementeering Time. 
Gay]. O, Sir, but it's old faſhion'd now, and my 
Niece loves every Thing to the tip Top of the Mode. 
But if you Il go along with me, I'll equip you in an In- 
Y ſtant, 


AIR VII. Set by the Author. 
n 
Come hither, my Country Squire, . 
Take friendly Inſirudions from ne; 


The 


t The Hoft Tongsnkux· Mau. d 


The Lords fhall admire, 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Lad; es ſhall —_—_ for thee. 


CHORUS. 


duch Flanting, 
Gallanting, 
And Jaunting, 
Such F rolicking thou ſhall ſee, 
Thou ne'er like a Clown, 
Shalt quit London's fweet Town, 
To live in thine own Country. 
| „ 
4 Stimming- Diſs Hat provide, 
| With little more Brim than Lace; 
1 Nine Haizrs on a Side, 
| To a Pigs Tail 1574, 
Will jet of thy lh broad Face. 
Spot F lantingy e. 


| Go get tho: Fot Fre rock; : £ EF 
| | A Cudtgel quite up to thy No; ” hi 
| Then frizz 11 a Shock, s 1 
And plaifter thy B heck, x 
And buckle thy $hies at thy Toes. | 
Such Flaunting, &c. P 

IV. 


A Brace of Ladies fair, 
To pleaſure thee ſhall flrive, 


- In a Chaiſe and Pair, if 
They ſhall take the Air, 1 
And thou in the Box ſhalt drive. 
0 Such Flaunting, Ec. 1 
1 V. x 
ij Convert thy Acres to Caſh, | g 
: And ſaw tby Timber Trees down, | 
N Who'd keep ſuch Traſb, 1 
ö | And not eut a Flaſh, 
| Or enjoy the Delights of the Town, EE 
Such Flaunting, c. Exennt. 


SCENE, 


*. 
IE, 
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Poouts, now. 
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8 CE N E, an Abart nent. 
: Arbella and Combruſh. 
AIR VII. Set by the Author. 
EEE; ESE 
Arb. In vain you mention Pleaſure 
To one confin d like me, 
Ab what is Wealth on Treaſure; * 
Compar d to Liberty. 
ann 
O thou for whom 1 langs iſb, 
And doſi the ſame, for me, 
Relieve a Virgins Atguiſh, 
And ſet a Captive free. 


To them Muckworm. 2 


Muck, Come, there's a good Girl, don't be in the 

Comb. I think it's enough to put any young Lady 
in the Pouts, to deny her the Man ſhe likes, and force 
her to marry a great Loobily Yorkfpire Tike. In 
ſhort, Sir, my Miſtreſs don't like him, and won't have 


him—— Nay, 1 don't like him, and tell you flat and 
plain ſhe ſhan't have him. 


Muck. Shan't have him, Mrs. Snapdragon ! 

Comb. No, ſhan't have him, Sir If I were ſhe, 
T'd ſee who ſhould force me to marry againſt my Will. 

Muck, Was ever ſuch an impudent Huſſy; but PII. 


ſend you packing. Get out of my Houſe, you ſaucy 


Baggage. 
Arb. Sir, tho' you have the Care of my Eſtate, yon 


| have no Command over my Servants: Jam your Ward, 


not your Slave; if you uſe me thus, you'll conſtrain 
me to chuſe another Guardian. 

Muck, Aſide.] A Gipſey ! who taught her this Cun- 
ning? I muſt haſten this Match, or loſe 1000“. by the 
Bargain. [To Arb.] What a Buſtle is here with a pee- 
viſh Love-ſfick Girl? Pray, Child, have you. learnt 
Cupid's Catechiſm ? No yon know what Le ie? 

Arb. Ves, Sir.: 
Raw ee AIR 
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AIR IX. Set by the Author. 
Love's a gentle generous Paſſion, 
Source of all /ihlime Delight, 
When with mutual Inclinatiox, 


Troo fond Hearts in one unite. 
Two fond, &c. 
| BIT | WES. 
What are Titles, Pomp or Riches, © 
Tf compar'd with true Content? 
That falſe Fey which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent. 
M ben obtain d, &c. 
FF 
Lawleſs Paſſions bring Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love, 
i Ts a glorious Emulation, 
* Of the bliſsful State above. 
| Of the, &c. 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, one Squire Sapſcull out of York/birts, 
defires to ſpeak with you. 5 M 
Muck. I'm glad he's come —defire him to walk in 
[Servant goes out, and returns with Gaylove dreſs'd in 
1 Sapſcull's Cloatbs.] 

_ Gayl. Sir, an your Name be Sir Penurious Muck- 
worm, SANE 
Muck. Sir, I have no other; may I crave yours? 

Gay. Samue) Sapſcull Jun. Eſq; at your Lord- 


ſhip's Service. 
Muck. A very mannerly towardly Youth, and a 
comely one, I aſſure you, {To Arbella. 


Gayl. Pray, Sir, an I may be fo bold, which of 
theſe two pratty Laſſes is your Niece, and my Wiſe 
that mun be. CE Et Ry Sf TLTTIQ yn ON 

Arb. What a Brute is this? Before I'd have ſuch a 
Wretch for a Husband, I'd die ten thouſand Deaths. 

0 | Muck. Which do you like beſt, Sir ? | 

1 Cay. Marry, and I were to chu, I'd tak'em both. 
Muck. Very courtly, indeed. I Tee the 'Squire's a 
Wag. „ Comb. 


* e — — 
rr — > ACA — Ve. ts 
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"Thy Won Yokhnes-Mn TY 
Comb. Both! II aſſure you, Saucebox; the worſt 
9 is too good for you. 
AIR x. Gilh-Flw'r, gently Ria 
I. 
Why how now, Sir Clown, af ſet-up for a i? 
Gilly-Flow' . (gentle Roſemar y: 
If here you paula tut, gone as certainly bit, 
As the Dew it mm overithe Mulberry IO, 
WM 
i ſuch a fine Lady t Niſe you 2 tale, 
Silly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary : 
. Your Heart, Head, an Horns, Mall at certainly 
4e, 


As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree. 


Mack. Inſuferable. Aﬀſarance, affront a Gentleman 

in my Houſe! Never. mind her, Sir; ſhe's none of 
my Niece, only a pert Slut of a Chambermaid. 

”* Gay. A Chamber Jade! Lord, Lord, how brave 


: 2d 
E 
„ 
41 4 
9 
== 
1 


= you keep your Maidens here in London 7 Wuns-lent, 


ſhe's as fine as our Lady Mayoreſs. 

Muck. Ay, her.Miſtreſs ſpoils her; but follow me, 
Sir, and Ill warrant youu OE her, and her 
Miſtreſs too. 


AIR XL. Set we the Biber 


ö I. 
| "oo Tan in Truth, 
A Country Youth, 
Du 4 zo London Faſhions ; 
t Virtue guides, 


And Hill prefides, 
Over all: my Steps and Paſſions : 
No courtly Leer, 
Bu all fincere, 
No Bribe ſpall ever blind me; 
F you can like, 
A Yorkſhire 77e, 
As honeſt Lad you'll find me. 


Fg II. 7% 
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Good- by-t'ye, forſooth; in the mean time, here's { 


b dy | 


. 4 
7 Envy 7 ny 3 ws A 
With Slander bung, NV 7 
Does oft bely our County; 
No Men on Earth, 
Boaſt greater Worth, 
Or more extend their Bounty: 
| Our Northern Breeze, © 
js * ut agree, ö 
nd does for Buſineſs fit us; 
53 53 wall Kate Ce, | 
In Love's Maire, 
With Honour we acguit us. 


3 II. | 
A noble Mind, 
I' er confin'd 
To any Shire, or Nation, 
| He gains moſt Praiſe, © 
2 ox. Who beſt diſplays, 
A gen rous Education, 
_ While Rancour rouls, © 
In narrow Souls, 


af © 


By narrow Views diſcerning, 5 
Dye truly wiſe, : 
Will only prize; 
Good Manners, Senſe, and Learning. | 
LAll this Time Gaye does his utmoſt to diſcover 
himſelf to Arbella, but ſhe turns from him, ancY ( 
won't underſtand him. 1 
Gayl. Well, an ye wunna ſee, 1 cannot help it I 


Paper with ſomething in it that will clear your Lady! 

ſhip's Eye-ſight. {Throws down 4 Letter, and Exil 

ſmiling] wt | 

Arb. What can the Fool mean? J 

Comb. [Taking up the Letter.) Madam, as 1 ine 
here's a Letter from Mr. Gay/ove. 


Arb. This is frre 
| [Snatches the Letter and cal 


To 


iſcovel 


m, an 


elp i 
1ere's { 

Lady 
J Exi : 


I live, 


L , the e Ll ber ever conflant 


170 - © : <"* 1. 4&3 2 E 
De Hong YorksniRe-Man, 15 
20 4% Diſguiſe is put on to blind oli Mock- 


worm, J hope it will not conceal from my dear 


GAYLOVE. 


| Blind Fool that I was! I coals tear my Eyes out. 
Comb. Lord, Ma'am, who the Duce could have 
: Bot it had been Mr. Gay love, Well, our Maiden- 
4 Reads certainly ſtood in our Lights this Bout. 

Arb. Hold your Prattle; I have great hopes of this 
g Knterprize, however, it carties a good Face with it; 

| We whether it ſucceeds or no, 1 muſt love the dear 
Han that ventures ſo hard for my Sake. 


AIR XII. Set by the Author. 


I, 
That Man who beſt” can ate dare 
I noſt deſerving of the Fair; 
* The Bold and Brave we Women pri ze, 
De whining Slave we all arſpiſe.. | 
= © The whining, Ke. 


2 
1 
1 
n 
1 


” II. 

4 Tes Cilrombi Bane” cringe and te, 

: ' Pretend to anguiſh, pine, and die; 
Sich Men of Words my Scorn ſpall be, 
The Man of Deeds is the Maj for: me. 
re e 


Comb, My Miſtreſs is ey in the right on't. 


* 5, 
1 4 


IR XIII. I hada pretty Laſs a Tenant of my ewn, 


The Men that ventures fai roſt, 
And furt be for my Sake, 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 
The fone of my Purſe, 
And my Perſon {hall partake, 
With 4 Fal, lal, la, &c. 
No drowſy Drone all ever 


3 F A Conqueſt make of me, © 
To 


But to a Lad that's clever, 
Hc to civil could 1 be? - 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. Brennt. 
0 2 Enter 


16 - The Honeſt: 'Yorxem ax-Nans | 


Enter Sapſcull dreft a-la-mode de Petit Maitre, lan- ? F 
der in a rich Livery, with bis Heir tuck'd 1 and 
powatr'd bebind. $ 


Blind: Meſs, Maſter, kw tle ye *Y marry, 0 1 
lieve me, an ye were at Sagſcull. Hall, 1 dare fay, Sir 
Samuel himſelf; would hardly. know ye. = 

Sapſ. Know me, marry; I don't know myſelf,— 4 
[Surveying binſelf. I'm ſo fine: And thou art quite 

another ſort of a Creature too. —[Turns Blunder about.] 
— Well, talk what ye liſt o“ Yorkfbire, I ſay theres 
nought like Landen; for my Part, I don't care. an, I . 
ne'er ſee the Face of Sapſcull. Hall agen. 1 

Bluxd. What need ye, an ye getten 6000 J. with 3 
young Gentlewoman ;' befides,- Father bas ity?d Eſtate 
faſt enough to ye ;——An I were as ye, I'd e'en bide 
bere, and live as lofty as the beſt- o em. | 

„ Sapf. Ay, Blunder, ſo I will, and fee Bartledom | 
% Fair too. 

i * BJund. That ye mun not, for I did hear Cn | 
hl. * at the Green Man at Barnet, as how the May'rhad 
Uh (1 „ cry'd it down. 

1 Sapſ. How ! cry!d down Bartledom Fair! What 

*© a murrain is London good for then? I'wou'dn't'bide 81 
& here and they'd gt me—1 thought to have had ſuchk 

% Fun now 


. * AIR XIV. Bartholemes-Fiir g 
Wo. I. 64.3 ne 
. 7: 20 0 Bartledom Fair r, 
i Lime ty Lord Nahr, 4 
| &« Has cryd thee down ; | 13 Ib. 
* There's nought worth Regarding, 

d mt give a Farding; — 1 

1 ce Fir London Ton 3 
1 Such Port, ſuch Pig, Ni I 
5 « Such Cane, „ fr | 
« Such Rattling there; _ BO HE Fi 


| t all's dom ke) 
W : « There's no Fun Aan tl 
« At Bartledom Fair. ws 


« Farewell 


. <tr atten ereer 2 . — . Reece hi « lh 
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oY WITTY 
« Farewell all Joys, 
&« Of Prentice Boys, 
% And pretty Maids ; 
« The Country and Court, 
« Have loft all their Sport, 
« And the Shee-Folks their Trades; 
“ Nay, even the Cit, | 
« In' a generous Fit, | 
« Would take Spouſy there; 
« But all's done, 2 
« There's no Fun, 
« 4; Bartledom Fair. 


To them, a Servant, well dreſs'd. 
Serv. Gentlemen, I come from Sir Penurious Muck- 


F coorm, J am his Servant, and wait on purpoſe to con- 


duct you to Mrs. Arbella's Apartment. 


27, 
— 

* i 
1 


SE 
. 
bs 
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Sapſ. Servant! Waunds, why you'r finer nor your 


Maſter. 


Serv. O, Sir, that's nothing in London. 
"SCENE, an Apartment. 


Slango repreſenting Arbelia, Servant introducing Sap- 


ſcull and Blunder. 
Sapſ. Well, Forſooth, you know my Buſineſs; few 


Words are beſt among Friends——Is it a Match, or 


JF no?——ſay Ay? and III ſecond you. 


Slang. A very compendious way of wooing, truly. 
[4/de.] J hepe you'll ſpare a Maiden's Bluſhes, Sir; 
but Lard Gad you are too quick upon m. 

Sapſ. I means to be quicker yet, ay marry, and 
make thee quick too, afore I ha' done with thee. 11 

Slang. I proteſt, Sir, you put me to fuch a Nonplus, 
I don't know what to ſay. | 

Sap. Ne' er heed; Parſon ſhall teach thee what to 
lay. ' For my Part. I ha' con'd my Leſſon aſore hand. 

Slang. But will you love me? 

Sapſ. Love thee? Lord, Lord, I loves thee better 
than I does my Bay Filly; did you neter ſee her, For- 
ſooth? Od, ſhe's a dainty Tit, and ſure I am. I 

© ee & 4 loves 


and fet a Pas ſon. 


Atb. Let Prudes and. 1 their Intentions conceal; 


18: The. Honeſt — 


loves her better nor I do non Facher.—Blunder, run | 


Slang. Mr. Blunder may fave himſelf that Trou- 
ble, Sir, I have provided one already. 1 
Sagſ. Why then, let's make haſte, dear ſweet Ho- 7 


ney, for I do long till ĩta o [ Exernt. 
_ "Enter Gaylove and Arbella. eg 
AIR XV. 1 the Author. 1 
Gay). Thou only Dari ng 1 admire, I | 
My Heart“ Delight, my Sout's Defire; ; # 
Poſſefing thee Pue greater-Stores 1 
Than King to be of India's Shore. 1 
TW 
Ar every Woman were thire three, 


And in the: World, no Man but me ; 
Pd fingle yow from: all the ref}, 
To fwerttn- Life, and make me bleft. 


Arb. Well! I never was ſo deceiv'd in my Liſe! F 

How could vn clown it fo naturally? Im. 
. What is it I would: not do, for your dr "Iv 

Sake? But, T intreat you, let's lay hold of this Oppor- are 
tunity, and put it out of Fortunes Power ever to di | 
vide us. 

Arb. What would you have me do? | 

Gay). Leave all to me. I have left Conòruſb to a- 
muſe your Uncle, while a Fellow. Collegiate of mine, 
whny ts in Orders, waits in the next Room to figiſh the | 
> 

Arb. Do what you will with me: Por, in ſhort, I 
don't know what to do.with myſelf. 


AIR XVI The N that undoes me. 


With Pride, 75 with P teaſure, the Trutb I ra. b 
vea 9 A 
You're all I 2 and all I dire; | 
So f d is my, Flame, it neer can expire, 205 
So. fix d is. Ae, N 
ay 
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4 ayl. Let Rates, ad Libertines, revel and range ; 
'Þ Poſſeſs'd of ſuch Treaſure, tahat- Mortal woula 
change? 


You're the douret f my. Hopes; the Spring of my 


Joy. 
A Fountain ef Bliſs that-never can cloy. 
4 Fountain of Bliſs, xc. 


AIR XVII. By Mr. Hendel | 
. [Gaylove and Arbella together, | 


" Few tranſperting is the Pleaſure, 
When two Hearts like ours unite? 
When our Fondne(s knows no Meaſure, 
And no Baunds our dear Delight. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter Muckworm and Combruſh. 
Muck. Well; I forgive you: This laſt Action has 
made Amends for all. I find a Chamber-maid is Prime 

Miniſter in Matrimonial Affairs And you fay, they 
are quite loving? ; 
Comb. Fond, fond, Sir, as two Turtles! But I beg 

ou wou'd not diſturb 'em. 
= Muck. By no Means; let 'em have their Love out, 


: pretty Fools! I ſhall be glad, however. to ſee ſome of 
1155 Itheir little Fondneſſes: But tell me ſeriouſly; how do 


you like the Squire? | 
Comb. Oh! of all Things, Sir; and: fo does my 
liſtreis, I aſſure you. 

Muck. How that Scoundrel, Gaylove, will be. dif- 
appointed?” | 
= Comb. He n be rea to hang Ai (about her 
Neck) [4 fade. 
Muck. They'll make Ballads upon him 

Comb. I have made one already, and will ling it if 
you pleaſe. 

Mxch, With all x * Heart. 


AIR 


— 2 
— — 
—ͤ—ũ— ͤ m 
— 
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1 A I R n i Beggar got a Beadle. 
ATR SK 
HARMS There was a certain Uſurer, 
10 He had a pretty Niece; 
0 Was courted by a Barriſter, 
k | | Who was her doat ing Pidce, 
Nil Her Unele to prevent the ſame, © 
„ . Did all that in bim lay, 
With For which be's very much to blame, 
| 0 4. all go CPE ſay. 
WARNE 4 Country "Squire was to wed, 3 
bl, This fair and dainty Dame; 
. But ſuch Contraries in a Bed, 
4 Wou'd be a nonſt'rous Shame : : 
! Y To ſee a Lady bright and gay, } 
Wh Of Fortune, and ef Charms, = VW 
5 So ſhameſully, be thrown away, * | 
14 '  Jnto a Looby's Arms, = 
Ws | Bll TS 50 
1 The Lovers, thus diſtracted, no 
14 It jet em on a Plot; | 
08  Whith lately has been afted, I 
Wh And fball I tell you what, M, 
1 The Gentleman diſguis d himſelf” TY, Ge 
Wit Like to the.Country Squire, | | 
WA Deceiv'd the old miſchievous Eff, 
Wh ; And got his Heart's Deſire. | = 
0 Muck. I don't like this Song. N 
Witt fl Comb. Then you don't like Truth, Sir. | 
| Muck. What! d'ye mean to affront me? l 
vo Comb. Wou'd you have me tell a Lye, Sir? | 
Wl Mack. Get out of my Houſe, you Baggage. „ 
Mal Comb. I only ſtay to take my Mittreſs with me; *I. 
„ and ſee, here ſhe comes. | | 
Wo | Po them Gaylove and Arbella. N 15 
1 Muck. So, Sir; you have deceiv'd me: but I'll pro- BW 
1 vide you a Wedding-Sui:; a fine long Chantery Suit, Ch 


before ever you touch a Penny of her Fortune, 
Gay). 


9 
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= Gay. Sir, if you dare embezzle a Farthing, I 
provide you with a-more- laſting Garment.; a curious 
Stone Doublet: Your have met with your Match, Sir; 

ö have ſtudied the Law, ay, and practis'd it too. 
= Mick: The Devil take you, and. the Law toge- 

1 ber. — 


To them Sipſentt Rn; 


J — Day + Who in the · Name of Wonder 
have we got here? ._ 
Gay]. Only Squire Sopſeull his Bride, and boo · 
4 5 Man. 
Slang. Come, my Dear ! hold up your Head, like a 
4 Per, _ let him ſee what an elegant Husband I'have 


5% Ay-; and let em fee what a dainty Wife my 
Maſter has gotten. 
Spy: Here's a Pow'r of fibe Folk, ſweet. honey 
Wife! pray, who may they be? | 
Sang. This, Sir, is Sir Ptmurious Mickworm —— 
Sag. No Honey I fear you are miſtaken. Sir Pe- 
nur lou is another guiſe Sort of. a Man; an I:miſtake | 
not, he's inore liker yon; ſame a . 
Blund. Ay, ſo he is, Ma 
Slang. That ſame. Gentleman was. Sir 8 
Muckworm, ſome” time 280, but now he's chang'd to 
George Gayle, Eſq; 
= Gazy/. At your Service, Sir. 
Sap/. And who's yon fine Lady 3 
13 My Wie, Sir, and that 3 Kyight's 
iece 
Sapſ. Your Wiſe !' and that Knight's s Niece ? why 
who a-: murrain have I gotten then? 
Ga“. My Man, S/ango ; and I wiſh you =O Joy. 
Sap /. Yak Man, S/azgo ! what have I. married a 
lap, then? 
Slang. If you don't like me, my Dear, we'll be di- 
vorc'd this Minute. 
Sapſ. My Dear, a Murrain take; ſuch Dears! 
by: 8 my Writings? Fil ha“ you all hang d for 
1] * ealy, 


451. os oe! . Gay! 


7 


* 
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Gayl. You had better hang your ſelf for a "Fool. 
Go Home, Child, go Home, and learn more Wit. 
There's your Deed of Settlement ;- but as for the Wri- 
tings, they happen to be mine, and kept fraudulently 
from me by your Father, to whom they were mort | 
gag'd by my late Brother. The Eſtate has been clear 
theſe three Years. Send your. Father to me and I'll | 
talk to him. This is but Tit for Tat, young Gentle- 
man. Your Father wanted to get my Eftite from me, 
and J have got rhe Wife he inten «ed for you, All's 
fair, Sir, 

Muck. I fay all's foul, and a damn'd Cheat ; and ſo | 
I'll make it appear. | (Exit, in a Rage. 

Gay/. Do your worſt, Sir, you can't unmarry us. | 


AIR XN ses by the Atbor; . 
Arb. Now Fortune is paſt it's ſevereſt, 
My Paſſion, of MortaPs fi ncereſt, 


. | Kind Heaven bas repaid i in my Deareſt ; 
Wit What Gift can it greater beflaw ?. 


[RAT Gayl. True Love ſpall thro" Deſtiny guide's us, 

1 Still Conſtant whatever betide ut, - 

l : There's nothing but Death ſhall tividt' 1, 
Soso faithful a Fondneſs we'll are 


BOTH; 


By Cupid and Hymen united, 

By. Danger no longer offrighted, 

Mel live in each other delighted, 
* The greateſt of Bleſſings below. 


* 
— — — - 

TT —e Se. ares 

— - — ay rs OS. 


97% What mun I de? I mun ne er ſee Father's 
Face again. 

Gayl. Never fear, 'Squire, I'll ſet all to rights; tho? 
your Father's my Enemy, I'm not yours: My Houſe 
ſhall be your Home, till I have reconcil'd you to your 
Father ; and for the Honour of Harkfhire, PII ſee you 
ſhan't be abus'd here. 

Sap/. Say ye ſo, Sir? then I do wiſh you much Toy 
with all my Heart. 

* Ay, and ſo does Blunder too. 


Sahl. 
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oo! 2 Well, fin I ſee you be ſo happy in a Wes 
Vit. ITI not be long without one I aſſure you. 
* 8 Goy. You can't be happier than I wiſh you. 
ntily Z 
=| 4 AIR XX. Set by the Author, 
lear | "7 33 R U 0 
IU -} * er 
1tle- Gay J. e. hats by 1515 ye. Babes 4 
me, | Come learn by this ye Batchelors, 
All's Who lead unſettled Lives, 
When once ye come to ſerious 75 Bong ht, 
d ſo When once ye tome to ſerious Thought, — 
age. | There 3 nothing like good Wives. my e 


1 72 _ . 
Arb. Con Tarn by this ye Maidens fair, 
Come learn, &c. . 
Say 1 aaviſe you „ 
You're better in a Huiband's Arms, 
Tou're better, &c. 
„ leading Apes in Bl. 
Dan Ne & c. ; 
Hl. 
Sap. A Batchelor S 4 8 
Bare helors, c. 
A Batchelor s Drone, 
He eats and drinks at all Mer Y Cel, 


He eats, &c. 
But ſeldom at his own, 5 
But Kae, &c. | 
6 0% Maids and fufly Batchebrs, | | 
ners | Od Maids, &c. 
5 | At Marriage rail and hwy: 
tho? o when tbe Fox cou du reard the Grapes, 
ouſe So when, &c. | | 
our He cry d, they all were for, 
you | e cry'd, &c. 
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. IN F.. 


From Stage to Stage, bebold our Aut bor toſ#d, 


Indulge us iberfore, if you cant commend. 


þ 8, I 1 
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T HE Great, tbe Good. the Wiſe in every Age 
Have made a moral Mirrour. of _the Stage; 

While, to the Shame and Spite of taſteleſs Fools, 

Terence fill reigns a Claſſic in our Schools : 

But now the DRAMMA fears a ſad Decline, . {| 

And peeviſb Hypocrites its Fall combi. Wins 


And but for you, bis Genius cruſb'd and loſi. 
No Wilks, 20 Booth !'Þis Labours to requite, Ex. 
He here takes ſhelter, fludious te delight. 7 
But to our RARCE— I has a double Aim 2 
To honour Wedlock, and put Fools to Shame ; 
Folly and Prejudice, too near a Kin, 7 
Supply pert Cox combs with" Eternal Grinz os 
So infinitely flupid is whoſe Mirth, © 5 
They ll ridicule one's very Plate of Birth, ag 
And cry, An Honeſt Yorkſhire-Man! a Wonder! Le 
But let them ſhoot their Bolts, let Blockbeads blunder. ! 
The glorious Heroes of” the Yorkſhire Line, 7 
To Times laſt Period ſhall in Annals ſbine; Thy 
While Mg ing Slaves, who would thoſe Henonrs 
2 „ 13 0 OT ITY qu") 
Shall anregarded live, — 4d dit forgot. 
Mean and unmanly is ſuch partial Spit, 7 
Averſe to Nature's Laws, to Reafon's Light; | 
Atl Fellow-Creatures, fare, ſbould ſocial be, 1 
Nay, even to Brutes we owe: Humanity. 
Our Author does in Virtue's Cauſe engage, 
In hopes to make. ber. ſhine upon tbe Stage; 


wv 


A modeſt Entertainment we intend, ' \ '# 
Willing to pleaſe, yet fearful to offend ; 


W ww 


dn 


ononrs 


EPILOGUE, 


| poken by Mrs, CAN T RELL the Three 


Firſt Nights. 


* F Arriage of bumant ſecial Seates the beft, 


Has been tuo long the Coxcomb'» common Jeſi, 


Pils coorn-out Reprobates, and filly Boys, 


neoorthy as unknowing of its Joys, 
oudly exelaim againſt the Nuptial Life, 
xtol the Harlot, but cry down the Wife. 


To /uch Extreams their ſaucy Sneers are carry'd, 


ne wou'd conclude their Mothers dy'd e d. 


To Virtus 5 Ghry ſee the Good and Great, 
et bright Examples of the Marriage State. 
Behold our Sovereign Lord compleatly left, 

Ind in his Queen, of all that's good poſſeft : 

n his IAluſtrions Conſort CAROLINE, 

tl Virtues, all herfections, [plended ſhine. 

[bo placd it the Sublimity of Life, 
till a fond Mother, Fill a tender Wife, 

tern 7 Virtue, and Conpubial. n | 


t fnife'd can of tbe bigh Aurue. 


Ladies, I num mig plead the Pozt's Cauſe, 
, your ald Champion-—— halt be bave Applanſe 7 
f Value for aar Cee can recommend. 

e's ER 6h '* KA 1 Wen, Friend. 


Ya 5 
£ * . * " 
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Spoken aiter the Third Night, in "the l 
Summer-Seaſon, at the Haymarket. 1 


ſee EP Pleaſurt FE indzlgent Town, | 
Won't let their veteran Bard be quite cafl Jowon 
Spight of Stage-Tyrants, and their partial Scoff, 
He flood his Trial, and came nobly eff. | 
IJ told bin, if the Ladies did befriend him, 
He'd gain bis Point, Succeſs would ſure attend bim. 
This little Houſe, this Seaſon of the Year, 
The Town ſo thin, might give the Man ſome Fear: 
But full of Hopes, be follow'd Fortunt's Call, 
Better to aft it here, than not at all. 
*Tis a new Praftice, tho" I ſee no * 
To ſoput the Stage up all the Summer Seaſon. 
Our very Candle. Inuſfer s Winter's Pay, 
Will ſcarce ſupport him in a Summer's Day. 
IF hy do our angry Grandſire's vent their. Rage, 
And perſecute /a fierce their once lov'd Stage, 
Loft to all Taſte of cuſtomary TW... 
Theſe old Men quite forget they once were Bays. 7 
FIELDING and OATES may pray for London'! 
ay'r, 
He's ns: them a Holiday this Fair. 
Then hither bring your Daugbters, Friends and Spa 
es; 
We'll find Diverſion, fo youll find full Hoaſe IN 
We don't pretend the Tip top to excel, © 
Fat 'tis is ſome kind of Merit to mean well. 
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